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“Will you calm down? For fuck’s sake, they’re not really dead. I could bring ‘em

back to life simple as doin’ a backwards moonwalk.” Toby jiggled a toggle just

behind the trigger of the costume gun. “See? That puts it in reverse. Shoot ‘em

again and they’d re-inflate, like a couple a’ beachballs. I’m not gonna do that,” he

added, setting the gun aside. “But I could.”

I almost said how it’s too bad we couldn’t do that for the guy in the store, but I

knew he’d get mad. Toby didn’t mean to off the dude; it just sorta happened. He

came up from the basement—did he live down there?—and found us dumping

ciggies and vappies into a sack. He tried to shoot us, but Toby tackled him and the

shot missed, and he fell back down the stairs and broke his neck. It was totally an

accident, but ya think the cops are gonna see it that way? Not a chance.

We got outta there fast, lemme tell ya. A few blocks away we stopped to catch our

breath. I had the sack and Toby had the guy’s gun. He looks at it under the light,

then grabs my arm. “Hector! You know what this thing is? It’s a fucking costume

gun. I read about it online. It can turn someone into a bodysuit that you can wear

and everything. It’s like you are that person—no one can tell the difference!”

“Uh-huh. I believe everything I read online too. How about we find someplace to

lay low before somebody calls 911 on the dead guy?”

So we did. Nice house in a decent ‘hood, the whole place is dark, no alarm system

and no car parked outside. Only there were two women inside, watching TV with

the lights out. Who does that? So Toby shot ‘em.

I didn’t really believe him about the whole ‘re-inflating’ thing, but what’s done is

done and a guy can only freak out for so long. Anyhow, we found their purses and

figured out from their names and ages that they were mother and daughter. That

made me feel even worse. I never wanted to be a burglar, much less a killer. It’s

just that college and even trade schools are expensive and what else could we do?

Jobs are hard to come by these days, especially for guys our age.

“Look, this is good news,” Toby said. “We can lay low here until the whole mess

blows over.” I pointed out that someone was bound to come by and find these two

women looking like a couple of alien pods that didn’t take. “Let ‘em come,” Toby

said, looking pained. “They’ll be right here at home, ‘cause we’ll be them. Get it?”

Using short, easy-to-understand words, he explained that he and I would put the

‘bodysuit’ things on and then we’d be the two women, and we’d look like them

and even sound like them. “It’s foolproof,” he said.
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I wasn’t exactly filled with confidence. “Sure hope so,” I muttered, ‘cause when it

comes to me and him, we’d need all the ‘foolproof’ money can buy.

Toby picked up one of the bodysuits. It slid free of a pile of clothes, which he

gathered up as well. “I’ll be the mother, okay? That way it won’t look funny when

I’m in charge, and as the girl you’ll have an excuse to be clueless.” He went into

the bathroom and closed the door. Then, silence.

I picked up the other bodysuit and draped it over the couch, its dark hair trailing

onto the floor. I was reminded of a party I once attended, where I awoke the next

morning to find a girl passed out in the kitchen—and to say the least, she didn’t

look her best. I folded her clothing as well and placed them in a neat pile.

A few minutes later the bathroom door opened. I sprang to my feet. Toby was

right! The dead—okay, not really dead—can be revived!

“Please, ma’am,” I burst out, “we didn’t mean you no 

harm! Me and my buddy, we was just lookin’ for a 

place to hide and—”

The woman sighed. With a hand on her hip, she

gave me the same kind of disappointed look my 

mother often did. “You doofus, it’s me.”

I stared at her, my jaw hanging loose. “Tobes?”

“Didn’t I just tell you? Wear the bodysuit and

you become this person.” She didn’t sound

like him at all. Her voice was smooth and

kind of sexy, like a mature woman.

“You’re, uhm… wearing girl clothes.”

“Well, duh. I’m a girl now, ain’t I?”

“You mean, right down to your…?”

“Jeez, yes—I’m female! I told you, no

one will be able to tell the difference. Even

if I stripped bare right here, you—” She broke

off and glared at me. “Christ, Hector, I’m not

gonna do it! Classy chicks like this don’t go

around flashing their stuff for just anybody.”

I backed up a step. “Sorry, uhm—lady.”

I’d only thought it, but Tobes was always

one step ahead. At least that hadn’t changed.
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“My name is Miranda,” she said, sounding cross. “But you better get used to

calling me ‘Mom’. Or ‘Mum’ or even ‘Mother’ when you’re upset. The girl looks

too old for ‘Mumsy’ or some such, so tread lightly.”

“You don’t look nothing like my mom,” I said, feeling dumb.

“That’s because I’m her mother, you idiot.” She pointed at the bodysuit slung over

the back of the couch. “And you’re about to become my daughter. Put her on.”

My mouth went dry. “You want me to—to be her?” I was staring at all that hair.

“How else are we gonna crash here until the cops stop looking for whoever killed

the shopkeeper? We hafta be these chicks, 24/7, for as long as it takes.” She shook

back the long hair spilling over her shoulder. “I’m a woman now,” she muttered.

“A lady. Gotta start livin’ it.” She smiled. “Put her on. There’s a dear.”

The girl’s bedroom felt like the death zone at Leavenworth. I set the clothes on her

bed and began removing my own duds. I couldn’t wrap my head around the fact

that I wouldn’t be needing them anymore; not for awhile, at least, for the simple

reason that I was about to become a woman. How was I supposed to grok that?

I sat down and stuck my feet into the costume’s legs. The ‘skin’, if that’s what it

was, felt stiff and kind of rubbery, but the interior was smooth—like one of my

sister’s silk scarves, which she used to wrap around my face when I was a kid. At

least that made it easy to jam my toes all the way to the bottom.

I stood and drew the bodysuit up, taking care to stuff my junk into the little pocket

provided. The costume gun thinks of everything! By the time I worked the fabric

up over my hips, the lower half of my body was tingling. My legs already looked

like a girl’s, and so did the slit nestled between my thighs. I didn’t dare touch it.

My arms slid into the sleeves and my hands popped into hers like a pair of opera

gloves, although the skin sure looked real—hell, it was real skin! My hands were

shaking as I examined my fingers, which looked slimmer than before and were

tipped with longer nails than I was used to, tinted pink. Girl hands!

An open seam ran down my back. I struggled to close it, then pulled the zipper

halfway up. All of a sudden my chest had boobs. Nervously, I drew the zip further,

all the way to my neck. My whole torso began tingling, shrinking into its new

contours. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: my body was feminizing itself,

while I watched. What kind of weird technology could do this?

I was left with the bodysuit’s head dangling down my chest, it’s brunette tresses

resembling a beard more than a woman’s hair. That certainly wouldn’t last, given

what happened to Toby. Still, I felt reluctant to take the final step. Whatever the

state of my body now, I was still recognizably me. But not for long.
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I took a deep breath and pulled on the headpiece. It was a tight fit and took some

doing to work all the way down. I twitched my facial muscles, opened and closed

my mouth, and blinked repeatedly. Suddenly, everything snapped into place—skin

tingling, eyes squeezed shut, lips frozen into a rictus of pain. Under my fingers, I

felt the seam around my neck seal itself and vanish.

My eyes snapped open. I found myself gazing straight into a nearby wall mirror.

Looking back at me from its depths was a girl—an actual naked girl. Was that me?

Whatever the case, she—she was beautiful.

It’s a major culture change to go from having short hair—not much more than a

buzzcut—to a thick mane of wavy hair long enough to reach the middle of your

back. Strangely enough, that was the first thing I noticed, or felt. After that it was

the perky bumps that rode my chest—which I could feel, all the way out to their

stiffening tips. Only then did I approach the mirror, probing the girl’s pert nose

and rosy cheeks with my now-feminine fingers. Her skin was so soft; I’d never

felt anything like it. Only slowly did I realize: she—I was gorgeous.

Toby had suggested I find something else to wear, given that it was past midnight

and the girl should be getting ready for bed. Turns out, I was spoiled for choice;

the girl had more nightgowns than all the women in my family put together.

I settled on a filmy pink nightie that

I fancied might go with her nail polish,

then spent a few minutes at her vanity.

Her thick mane had a mind of its own;

unless I constantly shook it back, her

tresses insisted on tumbling forward to

half-hide the cleavage I found almost

impossible to ignore. Yet her hair felt

so soft and warm where it touched my

skin, I couldn’t bring myself to worry.

My face was subtly and expertly made-

up, which lent her a beauty that looked

completely natural. If I was going to be

this woman for any length of time, fixing

my face would be a challenge. I was still

studying her ‘look’ when a knock came at

the door. A female voice called, “Cheryl?

Are you done in there? We have things to

do, sweetie. All that terribly incriminating

swag ain’t gonna go hide itself, ya know.”
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“Coming!” My eyes went wide, which was an astoundingly attractive look for the

face I now wore. Was that my voice? I sounded like a girl.

The door swung open. The woman I knew as Toby stepped inside. A sly grin

spread across her face. “There’s my darling daughter. Talk about sexy! Find some

heels, dear, we’ve got work to do. And grab those ugly boy-clothes. The master

bedroom has a whole mess of menswear, next to the wife’s togs, so we better hide

our shit before the man of the house comes home.”

I gave her the finger and giggled. “Whatever you say, Mom.”

We stuffed our old clothes into a Macy’s bag, grabbed the bag of swag and the

costume gun, and traipsed up to the attic, which had one of those pull-down set of

stairs that fold into the ceiling. Toby found an old steamer trunk that was half-full

of moldy menswear and newspapers and buried our stuff at the bottom.

Back in the living room we curled up on the couch, turned on the TV and restarted

the movie the ladies had been watching. It was some kind of sappy romance, but

we didn’t bother paying attention. Toby refilled a pair of wine flutes from an open

bottle of chardonnay and we toasted our altered fortunes.

“Here’s to the good life,” Toby said. She took a long pull, ran a hand through her

hair and gazed at me, her eyes glinting. “Aren’t you the sweet young thing…”

“I guess.” I rolled my shoulders and drew the nightgown closer. “I got to admit,

Tobes. This body really does feel amazing. It’s so… sensual.”

“You don’t say. But darling, who on earth is this ‘Tobes’ person? I’m your mother,

remember? I really must insist that you address me in the proper manner.”

I nodded. “Stick with the program, got it. Sorry, Ma.”

“That’s all right, dear. I suggest you address your father as ‘Daddy’. Men love it

when their darling daughters do that, and you are very darling indeed.”

“Uh, thanks.” I didn’t like the look of the un-motherly gleam in my buddy’s eyes,

but I couldn’t really blame him. In me, he was staring at probably the finest piece

of tail the old Toby had ever laid eyes on. I found my ‘mother’ pretty darn alluring

too, but at least she was somewhat older and fully dressed.

I’m not sure what we might’ve done if we had the rest of the night to ourselves,

but that was when dear old dad chose to make his entrance. The front door opened

and a towering policeman strode in. Toby and I froze in mid-drink, but he greeted

us as “ladies” and left his coat on the rack in the hallway. “What a night,” he said,

grabbing the bottle of chardonnay. “Patrol found a store owner DOA in his

basement. Place had been burgled. We spent hours searching the neighborhood,

but the buggers got away. Pardon my French.” He took a long swig.
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Toby found ‘her’ voice. “Perhaps it was an accident, uh, dear. Maybe they didn’t

mean to bump the guy off, but it just sort of… happened?”

He rolled his eyes. “Sympathy for the devil, babe. They chucked that poor guy

down the stairs so they could score a few dozen cigarettes. Here’s hopin’ they

choke on the things.” He flashed me a smile. “How you doin’, princess?”

I jerked back. “I’m fine… Daddy. I’m, uhm… glad you’re home?”

“Me too. Gawd, you have no idea.” He eyed Toby, but spoke to me. “Shouldn’t

little girls be shovin’ off to bed? Work tomorrow, right?”

“Oh yeah… work.” I found myself wondering what ‘work’ might be and how I’d

be able to find out before having to be there. “Night, Daddy.” I gave him a quick

peck on the cheek, since he seemed to expect it, then scampered off to what was

now ‘my’ room. I snuggled into bed and doused the light.

A few minutes later I heard voices in the hallway. The light under the door went

out and footsteps entered the master bedroom, which was opposite mine. For a

time there was silence, then the bed creaked. I suppressed a giggle: Tobes was in

bed with the cops! Who’d have thought?

I was almost asleep when I heard their bed squeak again—and keep squeaking.

My eyes nearly bugged out. Tobes, he wouldn’t—? Not that?

I crept out of bed and opened the door. The squeaking got louder. As I listened, the

pace picked up. In the other bedroom, someone moaned. It was clearly a female

moan, and even to my inexperienced self it was obvious she wasn’t in pain. Quite

the opposite. I’m not sure how long I stood there, but when the moaning turned to

cries of “Ohgod-ohgod!” that’s when I went back to bed.

I pulled up the covers, held a pillow over my head and tried not to think. All too

soon, listening to my old buddy become a ‘real woman’ lost its novelty.

~

‘Work’ turned out to be a Starbucks in the food court of a mall six blocks away. I

was familiar with the menu, but learning to make coffees and lattes on the fly—

and pretending to know what I was doing—was a problem. Luckily, being pretty

has its advantages and getting away with murder is one of them.

Toby and I discussed zapping Bentley, Miranda’s husband, with the costume gun,

but she was worried about having to do his job. “Actually, it’s not as bad as you’d

think,” she said, in a candid moment some days later. “He’s big… so there’s that.

But he’s gentle too, and way more considerate than I ever was. He always gets me

nicely warmed up before going in, so we finish close to the same time.”
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I stared at her, secretly aghast, trying gamely to stay in character. “Uh, Mom? Way

too much information. Don’t tell me you actually like being, erm…”

“Listen to your mother, hun. Cuming is cuming. You’ll see.”

My turn arrived on Saturday night. Cheryl’s boyfriend, Jimmy, who—wouldn’t

you know—was a six-foot-four rookie cop, took me out to dinner and a movie (he

let me choose), and then back to the apartment he shared with a buddy from the

academy. “I told him to hit the bricks for the night,” he said upon our arrival,

because he and I needed some alone time.

That was news to me. Trouble is, I knew Cheryl was sexually active because of

the prescription I found in her nightstand—and that left me short of excuses to beg

off. After a candlelit dinner and some serious snuggling in the back row of a chick

flick, the sudden onset of a headache didn’t seem very believable.

We got started on the couch over a couple of whisky sours, then moved into his

bed. It was clean, I’ll give him that. The girls I’d bedded over the years weren’t so

lucky. The thing is, I wasn’t really attracted to the guy. A bit of harmless kissing is

one thing, but when he peels off and slides into bed next to your naked self—

that’s a whole different horse. Working in my favor: it was dark. More than just

dim: blackout conditions. He tried his best to get my motor running, but his idea

of sweet nothings were just dumb. But what he was doing with his hands was a lot

more exciting, and I finally told him to “shut up and do me”.

So he did. And—wow. Tobes was right. Jimmy was big—bigger than me—and

when he stuck it inside I thought he was gonna pop out the other side. But he was

gentle too, and when he got there first he made sure to keep going until the top of

my head blew off and I yelled loud enough to wake the building super.

Then I kissed him again, and this time I wasn’t just being polite.

~

A week later, on the afternoon of my second date with Jimmy, I was picking out a

dress when Bentley stuck his head into my room. “Hiya, princess. Got a minute?”

“Sure thing, Daddy.” I was getting used to the guy as a father figure. I’d never had

much time for cops before, but he was all right.

“Dunno if you noticed, but I called in sick a couple times last week. Wasn’t really

sick, but—ya know how it is.” He seated himself heavily on my bed. “I did have

to go in yesterday, but lucky for me it was a slow day. I could’a handled gunplay

no probs, but I’d be pretty iffy on readin’ a guy his rights.” He laughed.

I plunked down next to him, my thoughts darkening.
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“Here’s the thing. My boss at work is havin’ a big bash tonight, a barbecue at his

place. I really hafta be there, and it would look bad if the wife weren’t there too.”

My cheek twitched. “So… what’s wrong with Mom?”

He grunted. “She’s not herself. So what I need is for you to step in and pinch-hit

for the night. Whaddya say, bro?”

I groaned into my hands. “Ohmygod, Toby, what did you do?”

“I had to smoke the guy, dude. He was gettin’ on my nerves. Like I said, he was a

good lay—but every damn night? He was wearing me out!”

“Jesus, Tobes—he’s a cop! What’re we gonna do now?”

“You let me worry about that. Right now, what you’re gonna do is go upstairs and

put your mother on. You’ll find her hanging in the closet. Chop-chop, sweetheart.

We gotta be at the party by four o’clock. I already bought the steaks.”

So: I swapped bodysuits, turned into Miranda and found something to wear from

her closet that looked like what a cop’s wife might wear to a party. Six hours later

we returned home, with me behind the wheel because ‘Bentley’ was hammered.

He sobered up over coffee.

“Ya done good tonight, babe,” he said. “You got this bein’ a woman thing down

pat. I could never quite nail it. All I had to do was spread my legs and good ole

Bentley did the rest. But you?” He leered. “Struttin’ around the house as that little

hottie? Ya missed your calling. You should’a been a chick.”

I took his mug and set it on the table. “I think we should get you up to bed.”

“I agree.” He swept me into his arms and kissed me. I tried to pull away, but he

was bigger and stronger, and I finally relaxed into it. Well, I told myself, he is your

husband—not to mention my best friend. So off we went to bed. Thankfully,

Tobes had learned a few things from Bentley about how to treat a woman between

the sheets. Also thankfully, Bentley was even bigger than Jimmy.

Speaking of which: we had to zap Jimmy a week later because he was getting

suspicious. I wore him for a few days, and got him moved out of his apartment

and in with his girlfriend, which his fellow cops seemed to think was plausible.

Turns out though, being four different people is a full-time job—for the both of us.

We laid low until the shopkeeper’s murder went cold, and then we kept right on

laying low because otherwise how could we possibly cover up what happened to

Bentley and Miranda and Jimmy and Cheryl?

It’s like that guy said in The Godfather, you gots to keep your friends close and

your enemies closer. Take it from me, there’s nothing closer than this!  �


